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PROLOGUE.

This romance of Freckles and
the Angel of the Limberlost s
one of the mosi novel, enterfain. |
fng, wholesome and fascinating
afories that have come from lhol'
pen of an American author in,
many years. The characters in
this aylvan tale are:
~ Freckles, a plucky walf who
guards the Limberlost timber
leases and dreams of angels.

The Swamp Angel, in whom
Freckles’ sweetest dream ma-/
ferializes. |

McLean,a member of a lamber body ever did before, don't you? You  sald McLean, setting his teeth. “T've

eompany, who befriends Freckles.

Mra. Duncan, who gives moth-
or love and a home fo Freckles. |

Duncan, head teamster of Mo-
Lean’s timber gang.

The Bird Woman, who {s col-
lecting camera studies of birds
Jor a book. |

Lord and Lady O’More, who
oome from Ireland in gquest of a
loat relative.

The Man of Affairs, brusgue
ef manner, bat big of heart.

Wessner, a timber thief who
wants rascality made easy.

Black Jack, a villain to whom
thought of repentance comes oo
late.

CHAPTER XVL
FRECKLES RELEASED,

(Continued from Inst weeks [ssue)
HE boss rode neck and neck
with the angel. e glanced
T back and saw that Dunocan
wns near. There was some
thing terrifying in the look of the big
mwno and the way he sat his beast and
rode. It would be a sad day for the
man on whom Duncan's wrath broke.
There were four others close behind
him nnd the plke filllng vwp with the
rest of the gang. |

The angel turned Into the trail to
the west, and the men bunched and
followed her. When abe reached the
entrance to Freckles' room there were
four men with her and two more very
close behind. Bhe slid from the horse
and, snatching the Uttle revolver from
her breast. darted for the bushes.
McLean caught them back and, with
drawn weapon, pressed up beside her.
There they stopped in astonlshment.

The Bird Woman blocked the en-
trance. Over a small lmb lay ber re-
volver, and it was troined at short
range on Black Jack and Wessper,
who stood with thelr bands above
thelr heads.

Freckles, with blood streaming|
@own his face from an ugly cut in his |
temple, was gagged and bound to the
tree aguin, and the rest of the men|
were gone. Black Jack was raviog
like a manise, and when they lmnﬂl
closer it was only the left arm that
be ralsed. His right, with the band
shattered, hung helpless, and his re-
volver lay at Freckles' feot. Wess-
ner’s weapon was still In his belt, and
beside him lay Freckles' club.

Freckles' face was of stony white-
pess, with colorless lips, but in his

Bird Woman, crying, “Hold steady
on them for just cne minute more!™

He snatched the revolver from Wess-
ner's belt and stooped for Jack's.

At that instant the angel rushed in
Bhe tore the gag from Freckles, and,
seizing the rope knotted on his chest,
she tugged at it desperately. Under
fingers it gave way, and she hurled

! those logs out to the plke.
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Whatchigrs paifolled the liné and ronds

I through the swamp all that night with

lighted torches, and the next day Me- |

| Lean headed as thorough a senrch ns| To keep me courage up 1 twits Wess-
| he folt could be made of one side,  Der about havisg to tle me and need
| while Duncan covered the other, but ing avother man to help handle me.

Black Jack conld not be found. Sples

| were set about his home in Wildeat
| hollow to ascertain If he renchied there ' And lays open me head with It. When

or ald was sent in any direction to
him, but It was soon clear that his
relatives wore ignorant of his where- |
abouts and themselves senrching for
him.

Great is the elasticity of youth. A
hot bath and a sound night's sleep ﬂ-l'
newed Freckles' strength, rmtl-'
was ot the trall early the next morn- |
ing. Besides a crowd of people anx- |
fous to witness Jack's eapture, he
found four stalwart guards, one at
each turn. In his heart he was com-
pelled to admit that he was glad to
have them there,

Near noon McLean turned his party
over to join Duncan's and. taking Free-
kles, drove to town to see how it fared
with the angel. MecLean visited a
greenhouse and bought o armioad of
its finest products, but Frecklies would
have none of them. He would earry
his message In a glowing mass of the
Limberlost's first goldenrod.

The angel was In no wny serfously
injured. EBhe reached both bands to |
MeLean. “What If one old tree h'
gone? You don't care. sir? You feel
that Freckles hns kept his trust as no-

won't forget all those long Amt days
of fright that you told ua of, the fear-
ful cold of winter, the rain, heat and
lonesomeness and the brave days, and,
lately, nights, too, and let feel
that his trust Is broken?

“Oh, Mr. McLenn." she begged, “say
something to bim! Do something to

make him feel that it isn't for mothe
fog he has watched and suffered it'
out with that old Limberlost. Maka
him see how great and fine it is and'

| bow far, far better be has done than |

yom or any of us expected! What's
one old tree noyway?' she burst out
passionntely.

“1 was thinking before you eame,
Those two other men were rank cow-
ards. They were scared for thelr lives.
If they were the drivers | wager yon
gloves against gloves they never (ook
My coming
upseét them. Before you feel bad any
more you go ook and see if they didn't
run out of cournge the minute they !
left Wessner nnd Black Jack and
dump that timber and go on the run.
1 don't believe they ever had the grit
to drive out with It In daylight. Go
seée If they dldn’t figure on going out
the way we did the other morning,
and youll fAnd the logs before you
strike the rond. They never risked
taking them inte the open rhen they
got away and bad time to think. Of
course they didn't! |

“And, then, another thing. You
haven't lost your wager! It will never |
be claimed. because you made it with |
n stout, dark, red faced maun that drives
a bay and a gray. He was right back
of you, Mr. McLean, when 1 came up |
to you yesterdny. He went deathly
white ‘and shook on lis feet when be |
saw those men would likely be caught.
Bome one of them was something to |
him, and you can just spot him for
one of the wen at the bottom of your
troubles nod urging those other young-
er fellows on to steal from you. |
suppose be'd promised to divide. You
settle with him, and that business will
stop.™

S8he turned to Freckles. “And you
be the happlest man allve, because
you have kept your trust. Go look
where 1 tell you and you'll find the
logs, I can just see about where they
are,. When they go up that steep lit-
tie hill fnto the next woods after the
cornfleld why they could unloose the
chalos and the logs would roll off the
wagons themselves, Now, You go kes;
and, Mr. Mclean, you do feel that
Freckles has been brave and falthful?
You won't love bl any the less even
if you don't find the logs''—

The angel's nerve gave way and she
burst Into tears. Freckies couldn't
bear it. He falrly ran from the room
with the tears streaming from his
own eyes. But McLean took the an-
gel out of the Bird Woman's arms and
kissed her brave little face.

As they drove back to the swamp
McLean so earnestly seconded all that |
the nngel bod sald that be soom had
the boy feeling much better.

“Freckles, your angel has a splce of
the devil in her, but she's superb.
You needn’t spend any time question- |
ing or bewualling anything she does,
Just worship blindly, my boy. By
heaven, she's sense, cournge and beau-
ty for balf a dozen giris!” sald Me-
Lean.

“It's altogether right you are, alr”
affirmed Freckles heartlly, After a
Httle be added, "“There's no question
but the series 1s over now."

“Don't think It." apswered McLean.
“The Bird Woman ls working for suc-
and success slong any line is oot
belng scared out. She will
back on the usual day, and ten to
angel will be with her, They
of pretty stern stuff, gnd

| for letting the angel make n fool of

itheﬂ alive.

mmid

coming, the angel especinl,
n't be. You'll have to tell them
#0, Youn see, Jack would have been
ready to stake his life she meant what
she sald and dld to him. When the

they were for felling Wensner wanted
to get at me right then, and Jack sald
he shouldn't be tounching me til the
Inst tree was out and all the rest of
them gone. They tled me up agaln,

1 told him what I'd do to him If [ was
free, and be grabs up me own club

the blood eamo stroaming, it st Jack
raving, and he cursed Wessner for a
coward and a softy. Then Wessner
turned on Jack and glves it to him

bim. Tells him she was Jjust playing
with him, and beyond all manner of
doubt she'd gone for you, and there
was nothing to do on account of his
cursed foollshness but fAnish me, get
out, and let the rest of the timber go,
for likely you was on the way right
then. And it drove Jack plumb eraxy.

“1 don't think he was for having a
doubt of the angel before, but then
be just raved. He grabbed out his
gun and turned on Wessner. Sprang!
It went out of his fist. and the order
eomes, ‘Flands up!" Wessner reached
for kingdom come llke he wan expect
ing to grah hold and pull himself up
Jack puts up what he has left. Then
he leans over to me and tells me what
be'll do to me If he ever gets out of
Then, just llke a snnake
hissing, he epits ont what be'll do to
her, 1 nin't done with him yet, and
I've brought this awful thing on hetr”

“And 1 haven't begun with him yet”

been away too slow and too easy, be
Heving there’'d be no greater harm than
the loss of a tree. I've sent for n couple |
af first clnss detectives. We will put
them on his track, and rout him out
nd rid the country of him." |

They entered the swamp, taking the
route followed by the Bird Womun |

and the angel. They really did find
the logs, almost where the angel had
predicted they would be. McLean
went on to the south camp nnd had
an interview with Crowen that com-
pletely convineed Lim that the angel
was correct there also. But be hnd
no proof, &0 all he could do was o
discharge the man, though his gullt
was so apparent that he himself of-
fered to withdraw the wager.

Then McLean sent for a pack of
bloodbounds nnd put them on the trail
of Rlack Jack. They clung to It, on
and on, Into the depths of the swamp,
leading thelr followers throngh what
bad been considered lmpassable and
fmpenetruble ways, nand,  fnally,
around near to the west entrunce and
out Into the swale. Here the dogw '
bellowed, raved and fell over each |
other in thelr excitement. They raced
back and forth from swamp to swale,
but follow the scent farther they
would not, even though cruelly driven,

At last thelr owner attributed thelr
actlons to snakes, and, as they were
very valuable dogs, gave over the ef-
fort to urge them on. Ho that all they
really established was the fact that
Black Jack had eluded thelr vigilance
and crossed the trall some time in the
night. Ile had escaped to the cwalu‘;
from which he probably erossed the
corduroy and, reaching the lower end
of the swamp, had found frieuds.

For Freckles, with Jack's fearful
oath ringing In his ears. there was,
neither rest nor peace. He wan al-|
most 111 when he saw the Bird Woman
and the angel coming down the cor|
duroy. The guards of the east lne|
he left at their customary places, but |
those of the west he brought over and |
placed one near Little Chicken's tree
and the other at the carrlage. e was
firm about the angel's remaining in
the earrisge, which be did not offer to
bave unhitched. He went with the
Bird Woman for the pleture, which
was the easlest matter it had been at
any time yet, for the almple reason |
that the placing of the guards and the |

unusual movement about the sWAmP ' poyaity. It was o dignified, compeliing |

bhad made Mr, and Mra. Chicken nerv-
ous, and they had not carried Littie
Chicken the customary amount of
food, Freckles, In the anxlety of the
last fow days, had neglected him,
When the Bird Woman proposed to

look for other subjects about the “n.i mantle, that was paler in the thistle

Freckles went so far as to tell het
that Jack had made fearful threats!
agninst the angel. He lmplored ber
to take the angel home and keep
bér under unceasing guard until Jack
was located. He let her go, and then
blamed himself fercely that he had
done so.

“McLean,” sald Mrs. Duncan, as the
boss paused to greet ber in passing
the cabin, “do you know that Freckles
basna been In bed the last five nights
and all he's eaten in that many days
ye could pack ioto a plnt eup?

“Why, what does the boy mean?
demanded Mclean “There's no ne
cesnity for his belng on guard with
the watch I've wet on the line. I bad
no idea he was staying down there'

“He's no' there,” sald Mra. Duncan
“He goes somewhere else. He leaves

on his wheel julst after we're abed
and rides In sbout cock crow or @
little earller, and he's looking like
deqth snd nothing short gf 1

M

HEAR THE DOGS RELLOWED, RAVED AND
PELL OVEN BACH OTHRR

"Rul, where dJobs he fo?" asked Me
Lean in astonlshment.

“I'm no glven to bearing tales om
of school,” sald Sarabh Dunecan, “but
in this case I'd tell yo If 1 could
What the trouble Is I dinna ken. If &t
18 no stopped he's In for dreadfol sick
ness, and I thought ye could find out
and help him. He's In salr trouble;
that's all 1 know."

McLean sat brooding as he stroked
Nellle's neck.

At last he sald: T suapect T under
stand. At any rate, I think T can fnd
out. Thank youn for telling me.™

“Ye'll no need telling once ye elap
your eyes on him"” prophesied Mrs
Duncan.  “ITls foce is all a glist'ny
yellow and he's peaked as a starving
enged bird"

CHAPTER XVIIL

NURNING A NMEARTACHE,
‘LEAN rode down to the Lim

beriost amnd, stopping in the

shade, snt walting for

Frovklea,

Awng the north line came Freckles,
falrly stnggering. When be turned east
and reached Sleepy fnake creok, slid
fug through the swale llke the' loug
black snake for which It was named,
be sat down on the bridge and closed
his burndng eyes, but they would oot

 stay shue.  As If pulled by wires, the

bheavy lids dew open and the outraged
nerves and muscles of his  body
danced, twitched and tingled.

He bent forward and ldly watched
the lmpld Urtle stream fowing bee
neath hls feet. Stretcbing back into

'the swale, It came creeplng between

an impenetrable wall of magnificent
wild fowers, vines snd ferns.  Milk-
weed, goldenrod, Ironwort, fringed

"'nﬂam. cardinal fowers amd turtle

bead stood on the very edge of the
creek, and every flower of themn grew
a double In the water, Wild clematls
crowned with snow the hends of trees
scattered here and there along the
bank.

Frocklea sat so still that presently
the brim of his hat was covered with
sonke feeders, rasping thelr crisp
wings and singing as they rested.
Bome of them settled on the club and
one on his shoulder, He was so qulet
and feathers, fur and gauze were so
accustomed to him that all about the
swila they went on with thelr dally
life and forgot he was there.

The heron family waded about the
mouth of the creek. Freckies My
wondered whether the nerve racking
rasps they occaslopally emitted Indl-
cated domestie felleity or a raging
quarrel. A sheltpoke, with faring
crest, went stalking across a bare
space near the creek’'s mouth. A
stately brown bittern waded out into
the clear flowing water, Ufting his feet
high at every step and setting them
down gingerly, as if he dreaded wet-
ting them, and, with slightly parted
beak, stood eagerly watching about
him for worma. Behind bhim were
some mighty trees of the swamp
above, and below the bank glowed a
solld wall of goldenrod.

No wonder the anclents had chosen
yellow as the color to represent vie-
tory, for the flerce, conquering hue of
the sun was In it. Thay had done well,
too, in choosing purple as the color of

color, and in its warm tone there was
a lLint of blood

It was the Limberiost's hour to pro-
clalm her woverelguty and triumph.
Evergwhere she @nunted her yellow
banner and tralled the purple of her

beads, took on strength in the first
openlng asters, and glowed and burned
in the lfronwort

Compellingly beautiful was the Lim.
berlost, but cruel withal; far back in
there bleached the uncoffined bones of
her vietima, and sbhe bad missed cra-
dling him, oh, so narrowly!

Below the turtie log, s dripping silver
gray bead, with shining eyes, was cau-
tiously lifted, and Freckles' hand slid
around to his revolver. Higher and
higher came the head; a long, heavy,
fur conted body rose, now balf, now
three-fourths out of the water
Frecklen looked st his shaking hand
and doubted, buk he gathered his

3
*

| The boss was dumfounded.
| Duncan had led Mm to expect that he
| would find Freckles In a bad way, buot

Ckoew what he was dolng. s eyes
Chind n glared, farsighted look In them,
| that wrung the heart of the man that
| loved him. Without a thought of pre
| liminaries McLean leaned in the sad
| Ml and drew Freckles fp to him. |
| "My poor Ind!™ he said. "My poer, |
dear Ind; tell me, and we will try to
right 1™
Frecklon had twisted his Angers In
Nellloe's mane. At the kind words his
face dropped on McLean's thigh and
. he shook with a nervous chill. McLean
gathered him closer and walted.
“Frecklea,” snld Melenn at Inst,
“will yon tell me, or must T set to
work In the dark and try to find the
trounble ™
“Oh, 1T want to tell yon! [ must tell
you, sir,” shuddered Freckles. “1 cane
not be bearing it the day out alone.
1 wiay coming to you when I remim-
bered you would be here®
e lfted his face and gazed off
acrons the swale, with his jaws set
hard a minote, _as If gathering his
forces. ‘Then he spoke,
“It's the angel, air,” he snld.
. Instinetively MelLean's grip on him
tightened
“1 tried hard tho other day.,” said
Freckles, “and 1 couldn’'t seem to
make you sea It's only that thers
hasn't been an hour, waking or sieep-
Ing, since the day wshe parted the

bushes and looked luto me room, that
the fiuce of her hasn't been bafore me
in all the tinderness, heauty and mis
chief of It  She talked to me friendly
ke, She trusted me entirely to take |
right eare of her. Bhe belped me with
things about me books She tralted
me like | was born a gintleman, and
own blood. She walked the streets of |
the town with me before her friends
with all the pride of a gqueen.  Rhe
forgot herself and dide't mind the
Rird Woman, und run blg risks th help
me out that (rst day, sir  This last |

time abe walked Into that gang of
murderers, took thelr leader and
twisted him ® the will of her. Bhe
outdone him and raced the life almost
out of her trying to save e

“Since | can remimber, whatever the
thing was that happened to me in the
begitining hns been me curse.  I've
been bitter, tinrd and smarting under
It hopelessly. She eame by and found
me voloe and put hope of life and suc.
cesa llke othor wen Into me In spite of
| Aad
Freckles held up his malmed arm. 'I

“Look at it, #ir!"” be sald. "A thoun-
"sand times I've cursed It, bhanging
there helpless.  She took it on the
strect, before all the people, Just as If
she didn’t see that it was a thing to
hide and shrink from. Again and
agnin I've had the feellng with her,|
if 1 didn‘t entirely forget it, that she
didn’t see It wan gone and 1 must pull
ber slecve and be polnting It out to
her. [er touch on It was so sacred
like, at times slnce I've caught meself
looking at the awful thing near like

I was proud of it, sir. If 1 was born |
your son she couldn't be treating me |
more as her equal, and she can't help
knowing you nin't truly me father
Nobody ean know the ugliness or the
fgnorance of me better than [ do and
all me lack of birth, home, relatives
and money and what's it all to her?

Frecklea stepped back from Melean,
squared hls sbhoulders and with a
royal lift of his head looked stralght |
into the bosa’ eyes.

“You saw her in the beautiful lttle
room of her and you ecan’t be forget
ting how she begged and pleaded with |
you for me. 8he touched me body. |
and ‘twas sanctified. Ehe Inld her lips
on me brow, and 'twas sacrament. No-
body knows the helght of her better|
than me. Nobody's studied my depths |
closer. There's no bridge for the great |
distance between us, sir, and, clenrest
of all, I'm for reallzing It But she
risked terrible things when she came to
me among that gang of thievea 8he
wore herself past bearing to save me
' from such an easy thing as death!
| Now, here’'s me, a man, a blg, strong
man, and letting her live under that
fearful oath, so worse than any death
*twould be for her, and lifting not a
finger to save her. [ cannot bear It,
sir. It's killing me by inches! If any
evil comes to her through Black Jack
it comes from her angel llke goodness
to me  Bomgwhere he's hiding!
Somewhere he Is walting his chance!
Bomewhere be Is reachling out for ber!
1 tell you 1 cannot, 1 dare not be bear
ing it longer!”
|  “Freckles, be quiet!™ sald McLean,
| his ayes humid. “Belleve me, | 4id not
| understand. 1 know the angel's father

well. 1 will go to him at once. 1 have
transacted business with him for the
last three years. [ will make him see!
1 am only just beginning to realize
| your agony and the real danger there
| is for the angel. 1 will see that she
is fully protected every hour of the
day und night untll Jack ls located and

And I promise you mum|
ber
the

move father or
make him understand dn.ull
guard over ber untll

McLean alid from Nellie's back, and
weng to eyamine the otter. .

shared with me ke | was of her|

TWHAL B0 Fou WAL 1o do with It
Frecklea ™ asked Melean, "Do yon
known that It is very valuable?™ |

“l wan fdr almost praying so, air”
snid FPreckles. “As | saw It coming up
the bank | thought this: Once some-
where In a book thers wan a picture of

& young girl, and she was Jost & breath

like the heantifniness of the angel. Her
hands were in a muff a8 big as her
body, and | thought it was so pretty.
I think she was some queen, or the
ltke, Do you suppose | could bhave this
akin tanned and made into such a muff
as that—an encrmous big one, alr?”

“Of course you ean,” snld MeLean.
“That's a fOne idea and [t's easy
enongh. It would be a mighty fne
thing for you to give to the ang ' as
a little reminder of the Limberiost be-
fore 1t 1a despoiled, and an a souvenir
of her trip for you."

Frockles 1ifted a faee with a glow of
happy color ereeping Into It and eyes
tighting with a former brighiness,
Throwing his arms abont McLean, he
erfed  "Oh, bhow I love you! Oh, 1
wish | could make you know how 1
love you!"

MelLean stralned him to his breast

“Ghod blexn you, Freckles,” he sald
“I do know! We're going to have
pome good old times out of this world
togethor, and we cnn't begin too soon.
Would you rather sleep first, or get A
bite of lunch and have the drive with
me, nnd then rest? | don’t know but
sleep will come sooner and deeper to
take the tide and bhave your mind set
at enve before you lle down, Suppose
youn go”

“Kuppose I do," sald Freckles, with a
glimmer of the ald lght In his eyes
and newly found strength to shoulder
the otter, Together they turned Into
the swale

MeLean noticed and spoke of the big
blnck chickens

“Ihey've been hanglag round out
there for severnl days past,” sald
Freckles, “I'll tell you what | think
it menna 1 think the old rattier bas
killed something toa big for him to
swallow, and he's keeping guard and
wan't let me chickens have I I'm
Just sure, from the way the birds have
ncted out there all summer, that It is
the rattler's den.  You watehh them
now. See the way they dip and then
rise. frightened Hike!™

Snddenly Melenn turned on him

withh blanching foce

“Freckles! he criml

“Yom think it's Jock!" shuddered
Frecklva

e dropped the otter, caught up his
Juty, gl plunged  futo the swnale
flenching for his revalver. Molean
followe).  The chickens cireled Mgher
it thelr coming, and the blg snnke

lfted hils head and cattled angrily. It
sank In sipuous colls nt the report of
MelLean's revolver, and together be
and Freckles stood beside Black Jnek,
His fate was evidont and most horrible,

“Come,” sald the boss nt last. “We
don't dare touch him. We will get a
sheet from Mrs, Duncan and tock over
him, to keep these swarms of Insects
away, and set Hall oun goanrd, while
we go for the oflicers.”

Freckles' Ups closed resolutely, e
deliberately thrust bis clab  under
Biack Jack's hody and, ralddng bim,
ronted 1t on his koee  Tle pulled a

long sliver pln from the front of the
dead man’s shirt and sent it spinning
out Into the swale. Then he gathered
ap a few crntupled bright flowers and
dropped them [nto the pool far away.

“My moul Is sick with the horror of
this thing.,” sald McLean as hoe and
Frecklea drove townrd town, "1 can't
understand how Jack dared risk creep-

gj %!ﬂ

Ml PATE WAS EVIDENT AND MOST HOB
MBLE

ing through the swale even In des
peration. No one koew Its dangers
better than he. And why did he
choose the rankest, muckiest place to
cross the swamp?

“Don't you think, sir, it was because

past that place be'd Leen sure
m-
((huttn!ﬂ next week )

Ho acts twice who ncts guickly,

Never esteem anything as of ad-
vantage to theo that shall make thes
break thy word or lose thy  self-
reéspect.—Marcus Auroligs,

To #in no moro is true repentancs,

Hold fast that which is good.

The kingdom of Ced is with'm you.
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